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uru Gobind and God were one to Bhai Nand Lal Goya. As a Poet 
Bhai Nand Lal sang of the Almighty but for naming his 
qualities he drew inspiration from Guru-Darshan, The 
Presence Divine of Guru Gobind Singh Maharaj the 
Prophet of Light and Liberty at whose Holy Feet 
I HUMBLY DEDICATE 
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O, DARKNESS OF THE LOCKS 

FROM THE WELLS OF SORROW 
REJOICE! 

THE LOVER WHO HAS NO PANGS 
WHEN THE SPRING BREEZE BECOMES 
EIGHTEEN THOUSAND SALUTATIONS 
O, THE CHANGE OF TIMES 

TILL. PEARLS OF SPEECH DO NOT BECOME 
WHEN THE FULL MOON APPEARS 
BLESSED IS THE FOOTSTEP 

A THOUSAND PEACOCK THRONES 

IF THE HANDS AND FEET 

WHO HAS TODAY THE MADNESS 

NO MAN OF PIETY ACHIEVES 

A HANDFUL OF DUST 

AKISS 

LIKE HOLI 

TO SING YOUR PRAISE 

FOR THOSE WHO KNOW 

WITH THE BLESSING 

FROM YOUTH I HAVE REACHED 

AS WE SAW THE ENTRANCE 
WITHOUT YOU 

DRINK, EVER AND EVER 

SCORCHED IS THE HEART 

EVERY ONE HAS HEARD 

APPEAR IN THE GARDEN OF MY EXISTENCE 
TO YOU ALONE 

WHEREVER YOU GO, MY HEART ! 
YOUR FACE BRIGHTENS THE FLAME 
AWAKE MY BELOVED 

IF YOU CLEANSE YOUR HEART 

THE BRIDLE OF SEPARATION LED ME 
HEAR FROM ME THE TALE 

SINCE I HAVE BEEN CREATED 

YOUR PERFECTION 

GOD IS PRESENT 
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WE WHO HAVE ACCEPTED 

IN THE EYES OF THE MAN OF VISION 
FROM THE FRIEND 

WE LIVE ONLY AS LONG 

WE ARE MEN OF LOVE 

EVERY TIME THE EYE TURNS 

FOR NONE ELSE CAN THESE EYES 

QNE LOOK FROM YOU 

POUR MY BELOVED IN THE CUP OF LIFE 
NONE IS FAITHLESS 


|. QUATRAINS 


2. 
3. 
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FOREWORD 
by 
DR SARVAPALLI RADHAKRISHNAN 

In this little book Bawa P.L. Bedi has given a simple 
readable translation of some poems of Bhai Nand Lal who wrote 
under the pen-name of ‘Goya’. Bhai Nand Lal was a disciple of 
Guru Govind Singh, the Tenth Guru of the Sikhs. The poems are 
full of piety and mystical feelings. 1 cannot judge about the 
fidelity of the translation as I am not familiar with Persian. 

Accompanying the translation are some explanations which 
are symbolic of different aspects of mystic experience. Blake in 
his time was called mad; others looked upon him as a visionary. 
What Blake saw with the eye of imagination could be seen by 
others also. It is the function of the poet to give form to the 
invisible realities through words or symbols. In this book we 
have both. 


The author will be amply rewarded if those who read this 
book are led to feel that human fulfilment consists in 
communion with the Divine who, according to some well-known 
mystics, is regarded as the Great Beloved. We have in Indian 
poetry similar accounts of the Divine. 
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ON GOYA 


Far off Ghazni, an old capital city in Central Asia, is 
known to the people of India as the home-town of two gigantic 
figures. One belonged to the field of battle and the sword, and 
the other to thought and the pen. One was Mahmud of Ghazni 
and the other was Bhai Nand Lal. Mahmud was drawn to India 
by the lustre of yellow metal and Bhai Nand Lal by the 
soundless call of the spirit. 

India, the ageless magnet, has drawn, since known history 
seekers of soul and bullion. Bhai Nand Lal also arrived in India 
and took his place at the court of Aurangzeb in the 17th century. 
He rose fast through the momentum of talent, but the air of the 
Imperial Court in the days of the last Great Moghul had become 
putrid. Fanaticism and acquisitive indiscretion were accelerating 
the Empire's decay. Bhai Nand Lal, known to Poetry as "Goya” 
meaning “One who speaks out" spoke with indignance at the 
Moghul court as well, and finally found cool refuge with Guru 
Gobind Singh, the Tenth Guru of the Sikhs. 

Guru Gobind Singh was warring against the Moghul 
Emperor, in defence of human rights, of body and soul. 

Behind the battle line of cannon and thought, over fifty 
scholars of eminence were labouring to create literature, new 
and translated, for the new pattem of mind which the Guru was 
designing for his followers. Background music to the creation of 
the Master, and men of letters, came from Bhai Nand Lal, the 
mystic Poet Laureate. His songs range from the beloved to the 
Beloved. 

The erotic symbolism of Omar Khayyam and the 
spirituality of Hazrat Hafiz Shirazi have been to the men of heart 
like “Kausar O Tasnim" the twin Streams which make the 
Paradise blossom. Both, colour and fragrance of Paradise have 
been brought to us mortals, verse bound, by Goya. The rosary 
and the cup both move to the tune of his songs. 


(xi) 
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Goya wrote in Persian. in every word his soul dances, and 
love plays on the harp of the Heart. For nearly three hundred 
years, millions of eyes have shed pearls of love tears, moved by 
the songs of Goya. These songs wil! float down the stream of 
time and ripple round the spheres, as long as the ears of the soul 
do not burst, with the “Atam” or the Atom exploding. 
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EXPERIENCE ECSTATIC EXPLAINED 


GOYA'S poems, like life, flow from one to the other. 
There is continuity of thought and emotion in such a manner that 
the first nine Poems put together make a Unity of experience 
which can only be described as an Ecstasy. 

Ecstasy is a state of existence when the mind goes under 
suspension and the only consciousness that remains is that of 
emotions which sweep through the body, and the mind is over- 
whelmed through the streaming in of such transcendental 
influences which one cannot describe except experiencing them. 
There are orgasms of joy, sorrow, depressions and elevations 
which cannot be organically located in the normal working of 
the human physique. 

The mystic thought in Goya flows from poem to poem and 
the result is a spiral of emotions. It has its swirls and eddies and 
takes man down the stream of consciousness. At the end stands 
the Great Experience what we call Awareness...realisation of 
ultimate light...beyond which lie the realms of darkness... 
darkness of non-existence. 

Goya was among the masters who could put in verse what 
he felt deep within, and like the entirety of his self, laid at the 
sacred feet of the great Guru, the Beloved. And no doubt, those 
who surrender the self, master the world. 

This is the character of all those who experience what we 
call "Wajd” among mystics and sufis and saints. “Wajd" is the 
Inner Nature of what we call Realisation. of oneness......of 
ultimate extinction of Duality. Thus man becomes one with God 
and ultimately one with His creation. 

True realisation dawns and the blinkers of Duality fall. And 
the Light of Oneness dispels the Dark of ultimate 
ignorance......which men call the Self. This realisation comes 
when we become aware of all that is good, not just in the wordly 


(xiii) 
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sense of the Right and the Good, but in the penultimate sense of 
oneness even with evil. No longer man loves one thing and hates 
another. The moment he gets into that state of mind, realisation 
comes that all is one, and thus he becomes liberated. This is the 
enlightened and blissful state of mind which takes birth from the 
experience Ecstatic. It is this experience ecstatic which the first 
nine poems encompass as a unit of Light. 
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The Pilgrim's Way 
Diwan of Bhai Nand Lal Goya 
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. vee deat weds. va Fe us | 
waeed, tifa dl »mHes, oye Ho Il 


. YR MAS Gx fa: va ore fade, Zadar | 
fe: ofs omg, oat defe age Ho 1 


. Ba ot at fa: forme come, A HTH I 
aie whe 3, disse fe qe ya II 


. fsa on we fete He, aarfa HeretH ura | 
va wt ah fa: age 3 do Sye Ha II 


. eye Je feria, fa wes mt | 


fa: Afa ge 3, ede ud AYE Ho I 


. Uda orfe 3, ‘Sfimr’, oA seen is | 
age tng, fooet fede ge wa tl 
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DEVOTION TO YOU, like the breeze, blew me 
into the Garden of Existence. 
There was no other urge for me to take birth. 


Happy is the life that is spent in your worship, 
What else is there to gain beneath the blue 
dome ? 


The moment, I am without Your thought, I die, 
Without you what purpose have I, in my life. 


May my Soul and Self be a sacrifice to the dust 
of his feet, 
Who shows me the way to your presence. 


There were no sign-posts on the Pilgrim's way, 
through heaven or earth, 

It was the zeal of my quest which brought me to 
the threshold of worship. 


Existence without Your thought, O Goya, is not 
possible. 
If pining for you ceases, then end of life is the 


only thing coveted. 


MEDITATION 

The devout poet swings and sways and his emotions 
begin to rise like the Sap in Spring. Goya goes from 
thought to thought and from limb to limb and sees in 
every physical expression the sight of that Majesty 
which like a Magnet draws the spirit of man. He 
sings himself out of senses and soars into the regions 
of the soundless call of the human heart. 


3 
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2 


. FAS vahr, va aife mit udt erfa we 
ge 2 omen, dhfs wa ofa He orfe HT II 


. oH BR ore of onenfe firarfs € | 
wa fserfs wi ewes, 2A wee eaarfs HII 


. ofa ae, ofo woe, wa ade A Ree | 
daofe wysfes, wee ufs vtorfs Hr 1 


. Fefe ois @, aye via, 5 BSE JU aA | 
afs was wee, vA des ofa HF I 


. 3d deh ‘Tfen e-orfe, saath wyfe 1 
merge Ha A dae fefs afmfe wi 
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MY FAITH AND ACTION, both are prisoners of 
the fairy-faced. 

The present and the here-after weigh less than 
a single hair of my Beloved. 


I cannot bear the dart of an eye drunk with love. 
One life-giving glance is enough for Ecstasy. 


Sometimes a mystic, sometimes a hermit, and 
sometimes an epicure. 

My Beloved, like a changling, roams in many 
forms. 


The price of the jewel none but the lover knows. 
The value of the tear-born pear! only my tear 
shedding eye knows. 


Every breath is dedicated, Goya, to the thought. 
of the intoxicated narcissus, 

The cup of those eyes from which my heart 
drinks the wine of awareness. 


SPIRAL ASCENT 

Goya is now deep in the realm of the subconscious, A 
flood of emotions has stirred even the hardest of the 
human sub-soil. The poet has become the cauldron of 
ecstatic experience. And his inner self cries out— 
“GIVE ME MY BELOVED." 
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3 


. Bea wet na aa ath ai, defate feos 
e-oRfH urat , omA gow et wet HAfaS—T II 


Wet wa Hats wa on AA on ART | 
WR age Awee an den noe 1 


. we one wee ofey, af chefs wan a | 
3 fase va ots, 5 varG, «6 Afes 1 


. for age 2 aed, eros aeAs, HW fers | 
Soot weats yal, ages nea vies Hires 1 


. Ode om ats wan Sng, ve ga wT fa: A dtm 
aa ‘Afr aw frapran, of esine wofsec 1 
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3 


GIVE ME MY BELOVED, the Cup of life, in 
which I may colour my heart, 

And my eye becomes clear for solving the riddle 
of riddles. 


On my way to the beloved every footstep jingles 
with happiness, 

The bells calling for the night’s halt have no 
meaning, nor the temptation of the resting 
place. 


God is present. Look ! here is the Holy Light ! 
Neither the whirl pool bars the lover's way nor 
the torrent, nor the shore. 


Why, O heart, are you vainly wandering round 
the desert and the wood, 
The queen of beauty resides in your own eyes. 


Wherever I look, I find nothing else but the 
Holy Presence. Then, O Goya, where can I 
go, if I leave the world and its trappings ? 

FLASHES OF INNER LIGHT 

The rythm of meditational thought has brought him 
to the point of awareness of light—what to the men 
of the world seems as “losing oneself”, that to the 
mystic seeker is the moment of Light, of "highest 
consciousness". Look, says Goya, Here is the holy 
Light, Light of the ever present. In this moment of 
finding, of fulfillment, there is the ring of triumph, 
and of realisation that all is one and the all 
pervading is every where, in Himself, in the world 
itself, in the world of men and things. In the 
movement of meditation one flight is over and the 
second round of the spiral begins and Goya calls out 
with the abandonment of a drunkard "Come my Gay 
beloved.” 
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4 


. aa, HAA dafis fa Aus gs wera Aa 
ane afs i gos fa da sume yoo ef aT 


. Wedd oi ofa HOR, Tey HAT Gaqs age | 
fa: »ree af ef Roe. at arth fear of a II 


. We ada ge, wai wd weda of afe amar | 
on gurrofe sat fa: Reae vost Hf AT II 


. Set aaen fa: are ore, get Gud aA goes | 
Mold WaeH AA wae, aAfa dg sa EF wT II 


. OAR He, fa: care oaths wee ‘dif | 
fa Ja aH, Bee Aeee AE wT ata eT AT II 
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COME MY GAY BELOVED, fill for me the Cup 
of love, The thrill of your ruby red lips will 
give me the clue to the True way. 


When the Goblet of Mansoor's life was 
“breaking, it clanked "I am the truth”. 
Reason stood breathless, in this moment of 

Supreme faith. 


The world is like the dark of the night, awake, 
my beloved, Let your moon face be a candle 
to the way-farer. 


Even a moment spent in the ecstasy of 
awareness makes the whole of life worth 
living. 

And if one lives a single moment of this buring 
quest, life becomes bearable. 


These two eyes, O Goya, are like KAUSER O 
TASNIM, the twin celestial streams in flood. 

From each tear sprouts the greenary of a 
hundred smiling gardens. 


DAWN OF AWARENESS 

Goya's thought has followed his passion for the ruby 
lipped Gay-beloved to the tearful moment, which is 
the moment of finding highest Joy, of emotion 
uncontrolled, when every outlet opens the prison 
gates of the self. And, the mind soars to the highest 
imagery of its inner reflexes. Goya sees the streams 
of heavens in his own tears and with them the world 
is made as green as the garden of Eden. That for him 
is the moment of supreme Surrender, moment of the 
highest sacrifice of man. When man bows his head, 
the entire universe comes to a stand still. 
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wa os, aio Ja, ome ee | 
oy afes afe weg, oH 8-3e II 


za am vit, wets yer 
aA fa: “aq Ades Bye, He AWE II 


unAft ut, dtd a AHTSR, ZS Be | 
a fa qe wea a. den ce 


Hf denn, andtfe fes gee | 
we yo w ASA, EAE Se |! 


afas ‘ater’ 2, vote fea a wes | 
do an w-sefh ye. Aged amee |! 
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I BOW MY HEAD to my Masters, on the true 
way. 

My heart’s homage of worship to God, whose 
name is on my lips. 


Everywhere I see the manifestation of the 


Almighty, 
The Company of the holy Masters has conferred. 


on me the blessing of realisation. 


The eye inside me did not open without His 
Light, With which I saw the vanity of the 
world. 


The dust of the feet of the wise gives brightness 
to the heart If good fortune gets you their 


guidance. 


Where is the man, O Goya, who did not get the 
wish of his heart. 
Who has mastered hisself. 


GRANDEUR OF LIGHT 


After surrender man becomes one with himself and 
one with the Divine. And the moment of that 
awakening is the Supreme moment when the mystic 
stands breathless experiencing the majesty Divine. 
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a a of aa o, wes Feu wa we UAZ II 
ad fs. odt va ens ye, aA oe as | 
we at Hse “afer, samy diog-aa JAS 1 
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IF THE HEART GETS WISE it finds the Beloved inside it. 

If the eye can see, the Beloved is everywhere. 

He is to be seen everywhere, but where is the eye that can 
see Him ? 

On all Sides, there is the Lightning struck Toor, and all 
around the flames alight. 

If you have your head, take it as an offering 1o lay at His 
feet. 


If you have life, Sacrifice it on His altar, if need be. 

If you have hands, go and catch the garment of the beloved, 
O, way-farer. 

And walk the same way, if your feet have the pride of 


Speed. 

If the Ear hears, what can it hear but the name of the True 
Beloved, 

If the tongue Speaks, O Goya, in very word there is this 


assertion. 
The Brahmin adores the idol. The mullah prays at the 


mosque. 

Where ever the Cup of Love is going round, I have found 
them drunk. 

Do not tread on the path of love without devotion, Mansoor 
has taught thus. 

Among the way-farers of this path he is the fore-runner. 

What ever you have, Sacrifice it for the beloved. 

Even if you have, like Goya, the talent that creates pearls. 


REALISATION 

Goya feels himself like the lightning struck peak of Mount 
Toor. He sees flames leaping around him. He gets drunk 
with Light, at one time, and feels another moment that he 
is burnt to cinders—reduced to Ashes, and in the moment 
of elation laments in Song, the urge of the heart to lay his 
head as a sacrifice at the alter. These are the drum beats 
of his heart when he sees flashes of Light-of Noor— 

A new cycle in the ascending spiral of ecstacy begins. Goya’ 
sees the vision which brought Light to Saints and 
Prophets. At the superb sight of grandeur, the lightning 
scorched mountain top. The Toor, a symbol of worldly 
height, seems as dark and low as dust, seen in celestial 
light and compared to the Heavens. Goya, Humbled to 
dust in devotion, and moved in every fibre of his being calls 
out like a raving mad man. 


13 
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7 
. wa Off van, ni af a-fuoge gang | 
we qdas, a fa ofo @ eo, at oA I 


. Jon age ase, < fes ys AdGT AH | 
oa BA fa: fe oefa He, OA ORI I 


. Wo a ata fre-fe omg adie age | 
mag fron dng, fa: ste a aut OAS II 


. Wa 2H BAA wo 3 geen fa: dian | 
Wwe, safe fitecion, afea GaAs 1 
. defam aAfs da-fe fowet, ak gee | 
‘Ser aa arafe, ge gsi aAs i 
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7 
THE EYE HAS SEEN the Statue of indifference 


passing. 

The beloved has gone this way and I have lost 
my eyes, foreover. 

All went black and the heart emitted sparks, 

And I am like the smoke from the fire, rising to 
the high heavens. 

A single dart from the beloved’s eye brow is 
enough to be slain, 

Now there is no saving me, since the arrow has 
left the bow. 

For even a moment, I did not realise myself and 
the path Ah me ! whose life, the only 
treasure, has all been despoiled. 

He never pines for a stroll in the Seventh 
Heaven, 

Who lives, O Goya, in the joy of the Path he 
adores. 


DESCENT TO SENSES 


Once again the note of surrender is struck. This is 
the supreme sacrifice of man. No doubt the self is 
obdurate in submitting but what we call Surrender is 
the ladder to immortality. Immortality in the sense 
of the clock means the hands at six o'clock and the 
pendulum of life at a stand still. When the pendulum 
does not move either to the right or to the left it 
stands still in the middle. So is middle path the 
highway to the cessation of Being. To the poet this 
awareness brings realisation. 

At this sublime point the Ecstacy begins to ebb and 
the foot steps of the spirit bring him back to the 
sense world, descending the spiral. He is back to 
earth, to the world of men and things, and he bursts 
into song of Praise. 
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8 
. aed wo off ag. noe mz | 
aafa, waif wd, oH de mms il 


. TA HW, vafa ada om da a tte 
oun vAN fa da wider moms 1 


. H SH BeH me ye ga | 
wd, qs, Ja me mAs i 
. Hae 2 mm at mu nw | 
Ra wa TSH, wa wed mA II 


. Tae de om da fowte deo | 
ad off ‘afer fa Ja eufe moms 
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. THE FULL MOON DIMS before your beauty. 
Even the world illumining Sun is like a slave to 
you. 


My eye perceives nothing but the Truth. 
O ! lucky is the eye that recognises reality. 


. Never do we boast of false Piety, 
God forgives even the sinners, 


. From where shall we produce another one, 


The whole world is acclaiming the One, and the 
only one. 


. Nothing but the name of the True one is ever 
utterable. 
For, God, O Goya, is the Source of amnesty to 
all. 


PRAISE DIVINE 


Only when the human heart gets filled with the 
dazzle of the light of Happines, happiness that flows 
like a fountain from fulfilment, does the upsurge of 
Love, born of gratitude, releases the emotion of 
devout worship and man sings the songs of Praise 
Divine. So does Goya, joyfully and tearfully. 
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9 


Tee gd ga, Afe wend 
gee nesss, Afa aftaedt jy il 


mt fa yHeafs fee afees, Fess HE | 


ua 
aA 
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. EVEN KINGS CANNOT Vie with the beggar at 
your door. 
The regalia of Kingship and the tilted Cap of 
Power have no meaning for us. 


. He who conquers the Kingdom of the heart, 
becomes the monarch. 
The man who captures You, there is no better 
warrior than him. 


. The beggar at Your threshold is like the King of 
both the worlds. 
One captured by the Ecstacy of your love needs 
no Resurrection day. 


. Where is the eye which has not the lustre of 
your light ! Where is the heart which is not 
the treasure-chest of Your Name. 


. Be asacrifice to the Beloved, without demur, O 


Goya, For, in the Vocabulary of lovers there 
is no word like ‘excuse’. 


THE FINALE 


Thus is the supreme moment of all existence, 
dissolution of all attachments positive and negative. 
Bhai Nand Lal lived this experience and succeeded in 
passing this Meditational experience to the world in 
a Language familiar to the ears of understanding. As 
a mystic master we have to rank Goya among the 
great Sufis and Bhagats who succeeded in doing 
what men of the world do not know or recognise as 
within the possibility of human performance. 
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IN THE CHAMBER OF MY HEART there is no 
talk but that of the beloved. 

Unveiled to light, no stranger can be found in 
the secrecy of this rendezous. 


Know yourself and leave others to themselves. 
One who knows himself knows God. 


One with the love of God is a man of the heart. 
There is no distinction between wisdom and 
madness, in love. 


How long will the wise-acre talk of caution and 
restraint, 
Those who are lost in Him, have no ears. 


The treasures of Truth are to be found with the 
men of heart, 

Roam not round the desert, for nothing is to be 
found in the wildemess. 


Seek the Treasure of longings from the lovers, 
for in their soul nothing else dwells besides 
the face of the Beloved. 


Whatever you say, O Goya, say through the 
Silent flame of thought. 

Devotion to God is not dependent on the Holy 
Kaaba or the beloved idol. 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


ll 


fes wad vs deaf yefe Os, woe TH | 
ma yse Ud dts & dis & wea, woe Tey I 


meme & wey, wa forty se 3 | 
Arte qefe 3... ats TH woe Tag | 


Wom Ge ov ware dt we we | 
MH GW WHE SSH Za an Woe Ty | 


wend Ho ga Ad der 8A ay 
dfn wen fa Qo oma yew woe OHy tI 


a Gunso fe A ust wd wofs woE | 
We We Gens, JH de’ woe Ty Il 


fenfa der fect am wmasd orf oors | 
sofa oa uciet, fa ofa war woe org il 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


ot 


O HEART IF YOU YEARN TO BREAK the 
fetters of the beloved’s locks, 

Ahead of you lies the gaping wildemess of error 
and discontent. 


One glimpse of your face begets me the 
Kingship of the two words. 

The Shadow of your locks I prefer to the 
Kingdom conferring wing of the Phoenix. 


Wherefrom comes the spring breeze into the 
meadow of life ? 

Which way it comes, I do not know, nor which 
way it goes. 


Kingship of the whole world is nothing but a 
tumult 


To a Dervaish who has renounced even Desire. 


Of the transience of this world what do you ask 


in this crumbling world ? 
The King and the beggar both go the same way. 


Purer than Abi Hayat, the waters of Eternity, 
are your verses, O Goya. 

For Abi Hayat is contaminated with the promise 
of Immortality. 
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I GO TONIGHT TO REVEL at the sight of my 
beloved. 

To the lover-annihilating faithless one, I go 
tonight. 


Reaching the lane of love is difficult, indeed 
Like Mansoor, with the Scaffold as my feet, I go. 


O heart, if you are scared of the priest. 
Let us go to the wine Seller. 


When my Self has become a blossom orchard, 
with Your love, 
It is futile for me to go to a Spring garden. 


O heart, since you have become aware of the 
mystery divine, 

Let us go and dwell in the heart of that precious 
Secret. 


A hundred Gardens of the High heavens have 
blossomed with in me. 

Now, O Goya, why need you go out of your own 
walls and windows. 
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YOU SAW HIM ! At last the Seeker found the 
way to Him. 
What was the end of existence, you achieved it, 
in this life itself. 


No body escapes the noose of your revishing 
locks. 

My heart once caught by it has been twirled into 
mad subjection. 

Except the sight of the beloved, nothing 
fascinates me. 

Ever since the one, slim like the Cypress, has 
begun to dwell in my eyes. 


The Call of Leila’s Camel made the heart 
tumultuous, 
Like Majnoon, it too lost itself and ran to the 


desert. 

Nothing but the thought of the beloved finds 
way into my heart. 

The song of love echoes through every fibre of 
it. 

To be, in your presence, for a single breath, 

My eye happily sheds pearls, tinted poppy red. 

My life is leaving me, through the two eyes, 

To be on the way to tomorrow, my date with the 
beloved. 

Nothing but the praise of the True one, comes 
to my tongue. 

Your heart, O Goya, has achieved the ultimate 
of life. 
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MY HEART IS BURNT with the pain of 
separation 

For the Sight of the beloved my Soul is flaming 
with desire. 


I have burnt myself, in the flame of love, so 
badly, 
That even he who hears of it gets burnt. 


I did not get burnt in the fire of love, alone 
The whole world is in flames, with the sparks 


flying. 


To burn in the fire of Separation 
Is to burn in the Alchemists furnace. 


Praise be, O Goya, to my heart! 
It got burnt in the Hope of seeing the beloved, 
Not only at seeing HIM, as did mount Toor. 
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FROM THOSE INTOXICATING and ravishing 
eyes of the beloved, I seek refuge, Oh Lord. 

From the stinging thorns in those sweet lips I 
seek refuge, Oh Lord. 


Shame on every breath that goes waste, 
In your forgiveness, I seek refuge, Oh Lord. 


The debate between faith and denial breaks my 
Heart, 

At the threshold of devotion, I seek refuge ! Oh 
Lord. 


Heart ravishing blossoms have sprouted in the 
world, 

From their grasping hands, I seek refuge !Oh 
Lord. 


Lest the dagger of the eyelash stabs, 
In silence, O Goya, Pray. I seek refuge !Oh 
Lord. 
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THOSE LOST IN YOU, need no cup for 
intoxication, 

For those thirsting for your sight, the sweetness 
of wine has no relish. 


The Company of the Truth-knowing is Light 
itself. 
I only avoid evil and nothing else. 


With a smile of yours the garden blossoms, 
He who has seen it needs no glimpse of Heaven. 


One glance of your favour has rent my heart, 
There is nothing left of it to ask for another one. 


There is nothing, O Goya, besides you in the 
two worlds. 
Only the dust of your feet, my heart desires. 
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O, DARKNESS OF THE LOCKS, you are like a 
veil round the Morn, 

The morning Sun seems to be under the dark 
cloud. 


The radiance of your foot steps lighted the face 
of the Earth. 
As the Veil came off the Sun’s face. 


Drunk with beauty when you awoke from your 
Bed of Love, 
The sum felt small at the Sight of your face. 


When the slumbering Morn awoke and 
accompanied my Moon face beloved, 

The morn flung a hundred taunts, on the face of 
the Sun. 


Wakefulness is the life of those who know love, 
Say good bye, O Goya, to the Dawn of Sleep. 
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FROM THE WELLS OF SORROW, I am drawn 
out, by the eye of the beloved. 

The sparkle of the eye has claimed both my 
heart and faith. 


The Locks of my Love have trapped all my 
worldy worries. 
Light in life comes from the eye of the beloved. 


The dust under the feet itlumines my heart, 
The way to God is shown by the eye of the 
beloved. 


How can he even look at the eye of the 
narcissus, 

One who has felt the thrill of the eye of the 
beloved. 


Every one, O Goya, washes the dust, off the 
heart, 

Who has had one glance from the eye of the 
beloved. 
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1, REJOICE ! The spring is here again. 
The spring, the beloved and Joy, all have come 
together. 


8. Among the thronging crowd where ever the eye 
turns, 
Which ever way I look, I see the beloved. 


8. Iam the slave of my eye, which ever way it 
turns, I turn, 
On the path of love my foot steps are helpless. 


A, It was known to all the accusers by night fall, 
“I am the truth" Said Mansoor when his 
footsteps took him to the scaffold. 


5. News spread to the Rose, and they all 
| blossomed, 
: Through happiness a thousand nightingales 0 
! have arrived. ' 
+ 6 Before my God I have no pride of Self, I am only ; 
i bewildered, ‘ 
. By all the descriptions of His majesty, which : 

are Countless. 


' 
Let your thoughts, O Goya, be entangled in the | 


iy 

locks of the beloved, i 

For, the heart is restless with the yearnings for i 

a glimpse. 

39 
[See 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


20 


. ade omfa fece a, ve fe aoe | 
ga fa: w® wee da, aaa fe. gaze i 


2. mfs & OW wm, a aE ABET 4A I 
3 es ofa we. orfe Hose fa ase il 


. Bite wecafe fena, 2 aft w ey | 
ada ane-G Afa-3 go a fe ase 


. Bmore veo aot. wf Hore, ‘ifm | 
mts da food, a2 3 gdhr fe. aoe 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


20 


THE LOVER WHO HAS NO PANGS needs no 


physician. 
He who has no feet needs no guide. 


The beauty of the beloved is all around, without 
a veil. 

What can you see of the lovely face, when you 
yourself are veiled behind the self ? 


Since I am myself without a direction or 
decision, 

Of what avail is the quiet spot and the lovely 
Bower. 


Without love as your guide how can you reach 
the beloved ? 

Except the master, who else can lead your 
footsteps ? 


When you make, O Goya, the word of the 
master, the collyrium for your Eye, 

You see the splendour, that the collyrium of self 
could never have shown. 
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1. WHEN THE SPRING BREEZE BECOMES the 
shoulder on which the curls of the beloved 
rest, 

Indescribable are the chains which capture this 
wild heart of mine. 

2. I did not know that since the dawn of creation 
the Human form had been made, 

By the designer, as a dwelling place for his own 
Being. 


3. The heart of the lover itself becomes the 
beloved. 
He who lives with life comes to life himself. 


4. He who gets even two loaves in the bowl can 
collect a hoard. 
It is greed that make men a slave to the grain. 


a 


5. Do not tell, O Goya, of the plight of Leilla, to my 


| turbulent heart, 

H When you talk of Majnoon’s tale it sends me 

{ mad. 
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EIGHTEEN THOUSAND SALUTATIONS at 
your door, 

Every time the lovers come to the Kasha of your 
street. 


At whatever they look, they see your light. 
Men of heart see your face in your creation. 


Their life is to be a sacrifice to the grandeur of 
your stature, 

Even the dead get comfort by the fragrance of 
your presence. 

Your face is a mirror with the reflection of God 
in it 

The Garden of the heavens envies your abode. 


Only the blind of heart, who are without the eye 


of understanding. 

Try to compare your face to the Sun. 

Those lost in your love are shaking the earth 
boisteriously, 

Vying to sacrifice a hundred lives for a single 
hair of yours. 

Your beauty is like the Veil of light around the 
world, 

Announcing your presence fragrant scents float 
around. 

Those, O Goya, with the wounds of your love can 


recognise the eternal quality. 
Of melodies born of the floating of fragrance. 


45 
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OTHE CHANGE OF TIMES, you are 
inscrutable, 

See how the Sun has no face in front of my 
beloved. 


Where is the hunter who can capture the lover’s 
heart ? 

Except one who has the net of your Locks, for a 
trap. 


This life is a precious gift for a good end. 
No morn have we seen without the Eve. 


For how long, O heart of hearts, shall I keep 
silent, this heart of mine. 


Without seeing your beloved face it finds no 
rest 


This pearl shedding eye, O Goya, has spilt a 
stream. 

Without seeing your comfort conferring face, the 
heart finds no rest. 
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TILL PEARLS OF SPEECH DO NOT BECOME 
a sacrifice to your lips, 
The cure for my pain I cannot find. 


My parched lips are thirsting for the dew from 
your breath, 

Neither the dead reviving Massiah nor the 
eternity bestowing Khizer can help. 


There is pain inside my heart, which can find 
no remedy, 

So long as life itself is not surrendered, I can 
find no cure. 


I said "I offer my life for a single glimpse of 
“Between you and me there can be no bargain" 


Said the beloved. 


For getting untied, the Knot in my heart, cast by 
your locks 

In all directions I run, no rest I find, for none 
can help. 


How can I reach the shore of my desire, 
Till, pining for you, the eye itself does not 
become an ocean. 


Waiting for you, O Goya, the eyes have become 
white, without blood, 

It happened, helplessly, for without you there is 
no solace. 
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WHEN THE FULL MOON APPEARS, what 
happens ! 

And if the moon on my sky appears tonight, 
what happens ! 


The whole world has been enchained by your 
locks, 

For a moment, if you loosen the knot what 
happens ! 


The world is all dark without you, 
Like the Sun, if you bring light, what happens ! 


O come for a moment, and sit in my eyes, 
If you sit in my eyes and gladden my heart, Oh 
what happens ! 


This black faced mole, which gave its life on 
your cheek, 

If you barter it for the entire universe, Oh what 
happens ! 


From the eye of separation, for pity’s sake, if 
you lift the veil, what happens ! 


Those lost on your trail, O Goya, are in search of 


you, 
If you show the way to the lost ones, what 


happens ! 
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BLESSED IS THE FOOTSTEP that treads on 
the path of love, 

Blessed is the tongue which in invoking the 
name of God finds its reward. 


In which ever direction I look, my eye finds 
nothing else, 

Etemally, the face of my beloved is imprinted 
on my sight. 


At last I realised through the boon of the 
Perfect Master, 

That human beings on earth are inseparable 
from Sorrow. 


Praise be to the Great of Heart, enlightened in 
mind, the wise, 

Who rub their forehead blue at the threshold of 
Truth, 


Surrender your head before beginning your 
journey, without a breath O Goya ! 
This is the commandment of the Third Eye to 


me. 
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A THOUSAND PEACOCK THRONES are 
littered on the way, 

But your Seekers have no use for the Diadem 
and the Royal Robe. 


Whatever exists, exists for destruction, 
Only the lovers, who know, are immortal. 


The eye has no other purpose than to look for 
the beloved 
With a thousand hearts, I am at one with the 


pain of separation. 


One glance confers all the wealth that the world | 
has, { 


The beggers in the street of the beloved, are the 
real kings. 


Seek, O Goya ! always the Company of the True, 
For, the Seekers of Truth have only found Him. 
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IF THE HANDS AND FEET always move for 
their own work 

What can I do, then, if my heart seeks only the 
beloved. 


"Pursuit is Futile"! the ear of the heart hears 
this constantly, 
But unheeding, Moses tread the path to Union. 


It is not the eye, that only a tear flows out of it, 
It is the heart, the cup of love, over its brim, 
heads float down. 


The beloved and the heart both have become 
one, 
For the heart is always at that door. 


In life and even after, he holds the head high, 
Who walks to the Scaffold like Mansoor. 


From the True friend, O Goya, you got life. 
Then, why go, for the Drug of forgetfulness, to 
the wrong street. 
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WHO HAS TODAY the madness for a glimpse ! 
He indeed is a King in this world who has a 
beloved. 


I can name the beloved, who put an end, both to 
life and déath. 

It is your eye, whose charm has made Time 
itself stand still. 


The blood from my heart has tinted my eye, 
And through madness my heart sees Spring 
bloom everywhere. 


He does not look for the Shade of Heaven’s 


garden, 
Who like Mansoor has chosen the shadow of the 
Scaffold. 


Your rose-like face makes the candle burn with 


Jealousy, 
Oh ! the beloved of the moth make way for the 


nightingale. 


Though everybody’s heart seeks satisfaction in 
the joy of the world, 

Your heart, O Goya, finds rest only in the curls 
of those locks. 
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NO MAN OF PIETY ACHIEVES, what we who 
are strangers to it have achieved. 

We have reached a place which even Kings 
envy. 


A thousand heavens we shall not buy for halfa 
grain of barley, 

For, it is of no use to us as a path to the 
beloved’s abode. 


They say that the Lover told the Physician, 
None but God knows what the sufferings of 
separation mean. 


If you seek light for the heart’s eye, 
No alchemist can give anything better than dust 
from the threshold of love. 


Spend your life in the remembrance of the 
beloved, 
No alchemist knows anything better than love. 


Entire wealth of creation be a sacrifice at your 
door, 
Without Complete Surrender there is no 


getting. 


Become, O Goya, the dust of Love’s threshold. 
He who does not become dust can not return to 
dust. 
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A HANDFUL OF DUST from the beloved’s 
threshold is like the Alchemist, 
It can make every begger a monarch. 


The dust at your door makes the forehead of 
separation shine like a crown jewel, 

May I be a sinner, if my heart prefers even a 
kingdom. 


What wonder if an alchemist can make gold out 
of dross metal, 

The seeker sees the brilliance of the Sun in a 
particle of dust. 


If you find the real Knower take it as a miracle, 
For, search after Him is the highest prize for 


the seekers, 


With Heart and Soul, O Goya, he who listens to 
my Song 

Does not look for pearls nor for a Diamond 
mine. 
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THE KISS OF YOUR TINY and tender lips 


surpasses all sweet-ness. 
This is not just a metaphor, it is truth 


unsurpassed. 


Know separation, so that you can yearn for 
Union. 

How can you reach the goal without separation 
as your guide. 


Look into the eyes of the beloved and become 
one like the eye-lashes, 

Till the bow! of desire gets filled with the 
diamonds of fulfillment. 


The lover's branch of hope never bears fruit, 
Till tears do not, make the eyelashes green with 
waterin 


Everything is futile, O Goya, do not even talk of 
love, 

For, who puts his feet on this path, who does 
not give his head t 
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LIKE HOLI, THE FESTIVAL of colour, the 
world is in blossom ! 
Let smiles play on your lips like sprouting buds. 


The scents and hues of rose, Amber and musk 
are everywhere, 

Like rain clouds, fragrance and colour are all 
around. 


Love is like a sprinkle of Saffron water, 
It makes the colourless, gay with scent and 
colour. 


When the hands of the beloved rub ruby paint 
on me, 

It makes for me, both Heaven and Earth 
colourful. 


This life and the hereafter became colourful, 
When through the beloved’s Royal Grace the 
cup of colour touched my lips. 


He who had a glimpse of the Holy, 
Has the sublime desire of his life fulfilled. 


To be a sacrifice to the dust over which the 
lover's feet tread— 
This, O Goya, is the only wish of your heart. 
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TO SING YOUR PRAISE is delicious for the 
tongue. 

To talk of the beloved in this world, it is 
delicious ! 


Oh ! The dimple in your chin reminds me of the 
apple 
In the orchard as a fruit, it is delicious ! 


The light in my eyes comes through seeing you 
My life be a Sacrifice to it, it is delicious. 


The scented creeper of your locks is like chains 
around my heart. 

And it is hanging near these ruby red lips, O! it 
is delicious ! 


There is nothing, O Goya, Sweeter than your 
Song, 

For the whole of the Hindusthan says, it is 
delicious. 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


35 


. Mast a, Fe Q ane sila | 
“mat a, ge @. wae Sita 1 


. wats § fea-caft rey mg | 
vou go, ye @. wae ote 1 
. Safe afar fea, qouhy gon | 
on fa: wea, ae @, ane Seta 1 


. fife A aeen fa ge yam | 
on fa wo ge @. ame Sete 1 


. ma odd Ret fa: @. ante wets | 
fra’, wre 32 G@ ame or | 


. TE EA GHSt orfen A wet 1 
Wa ya wage G wae ote 1 


. Bas ‘Timer s ame fea ont | 


Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library 


ony ye Aoife ame aate 1 





Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


35 


FOR THOSE WHO KNOY, the path is Joyful, 
To the Lovers it is the way to happiness. 


The world is enamoured of your locks 
Your dimple delights the heart of the devout. 


I foresake the holy dome of the high heavens. 
To me is dearer the street of the beloved. 


The scent from the dust of your feet is life 


giving. 
It is this fragrance which I adore. 


Even to talk of the thought of truth, gives 


delight 
It is, of all fruits, most delicious. 


The nectar of your name bestows life eternal 
Only if this becomes the pursuit of your desire ! 


Your melody, O Goya, is sweeter than Sweets. 
The whole of Hindusthan acclaims it, as a fruit 
most delicious. 
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WITH THE BLESSING OF your auspicious 
footsteps, O Clouds of Spring, 

The world is full, like the garden of heaven, 
with blossoms. 


Your laughter quickens the earth to life, 
O solace to the eye of Seekers ! 


No love but the love of God is immortal. 


Except love of God take everything as 
destructible. 


Which ever way you look life quickens. 
It is your glance that gives life to the still. 


God is present everywhere and sees everything. 
But where is the eye that finds Him present 
everywhere ? 


Without knowing God no body can find release. 
The bird of death holds Time and Space in its 
beak. 


Eternally he lives, O Goya, who is the man of 
God. 

Without devotion to Him there is nothing that 
stays. 
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FROM YOUTH I HAVE REACHED old age on 
the bank of the Stream of life, 

I owe the happiness of this journey to love’s 
Grace. 


Blessed are the moments of existence that are 
still left. 

For, end to the Spring of life comes with 
autumn. 


Blessed be the breath spent in invoking the 
Truth, 

Like the breeze, every breath of life passes, 
while we look on. 


The Caravan of waves moves ripple by ripple, 
Drink, with every breath from the flowing 
Stream of life. 


A hundred vain deeds you perform, to no 


Purpose, 
Do, O Goya, the deed which stands by you in 
the hereafter. 
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AS WE SAW THE ENTRANCE to your street, O 
lmower of heart’s secret, 

We turned our face from everything, and cast 
our head low in homage. 


For paying the homage of our heart at the 
threshold of your dwelling, 

We have made the holy dome of Paradise our 
stepping stone. 


The wave of your scented locks swept away both 
the head and the heart, 

These were our only treasures, gathered 
through the length of life. 


The sight of you protects every one what ever be 


his plight. 
The arch of your eyebrow is the arch of the 
prayer hall where all men of heart worship. 


My heart, O Goya, without you is like, what they 
say, 

Acandle, which burns in the fire of its own 
Passion. 
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WITHOUT YOU, the world is bewildered, 
Through separation my heart is like a cinder 
and nothing else. 


The secker lives deathlessly, 
With only your name on his lips, and nothing 
else. 


The mole of your cheek has rent the heart of 
the world. 

The heresy of your looks is the net for capturing 
devotion, and nothing else. 


Bring the sunshine on your face, without delay, 
This is the only remedy for the tear shedding 
eye, and nothing else. 


May my heart be a sacrifice to the grace of your 
stature, 

And iny life a sacrifice to the dust of my 
beloved’s feet, and nothing else. 


If you only ask me once, how even a moment I 


pass, 
For me, O Goya, only this much is a medicine 
and nothing else. 
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DRINK, EVER AND EVER and be washed all 
inside, O mystic ! 

All men of Piety are raising a howl, go into 
silence, O mystic! 


Do not cast your eye on anyone except the 
beloved, O mystic ! 

Keep the eye of awareness fixed on the Beloved, 
O mystic ! 


Circle round the majesty of the ruler of hearts, 
O mystic ! 

Be a prisoner, fettered by the knot of those dark 
locks, O mystic ! 


Like a stranger, why do you seek the unknown, 


O mystic ! 
For a moment, look into the heart, rent with 
pain, O mystic ! 


I do not say you go to the Temple or the 
Mosque, O mystic ! 

Which ever way you go there is the beloved, O 
mystic ! 


Like my heart, O Goya I say, be happy and 
content, O mystic ! 

Rid yourself of all purpose and pursuit, O 
mystic ! 
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SCORCHED IS THE HEART of all, of all, of all 
in love. 

Both the worlds are desperately impatient for a 
glimpse of the Beloved. 


The dust of your street, trodden under your feet, 
is the collyrium for the lover's eye. 

There is no other remedy for the tear spilling 
eye. 


The sun and the moon are circling round your 
abode, night and day. 

The mystery of your bounty lights, the two 
worlds, of the Seekers. 


Which ever side I look, I find the veil of 
majesty, 

The world is torn with the pangs of separation, 
caused by the Prison walls. 


The pocket of the carth is Aled with jewel like 
red blossoms, born of my tears. 

I ain earth bound, O Goya, chained by the 
memory of pearls scen through a smile. 
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EVERY ONE HAS HEARD with the ear of the 
heart, your own words, 

It has brought sudden release from the bondage 
of unbearable pain. 


The word of the Master is the eternity 
conferring Talisman, 

Dead of heart, awakened to awareness, have 
come to life. 


From the assertion of your Self, God is farthest. 
Look within and you will be releaged of the Self. 


If you serve men of the heart, 
Life will be freed of wordly sorrows. 


Hold back your hand, O Goya, from grasping 
greed 

Inside your own home you will find the God of 
Plenty. 
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APPEAR IN THE GARDEN of my existence like 
Cypress, even for a moment, 

The eyes of my Soul have strained themselves 
white, waiting for you. 


Your laughter knows the secret of my heart- 
break, 

The smile on your ruby red lips is the cure for 
all my ills. 


One glance of yours and the treasure of my 
heart got robbed. 

The tongue of my heart was cut by the scissors 
of your Coquettery. 


By the grace of your arrival, O Spring, in the 


Garden of beauty, 
The world became like the garden of Paradise. 


Why, O Goya, does the beloved not look towards 
you ? 
When one look is enough to give every thing to 


every one. 
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TO YOU ALONE are we devoted, 
By your footsteps there is the music of joy in the 
World. 


I have spread as a carpet on your way, 
The cyes and heart of my being. 


Have love for those who only beg from God, 
So that, in this world you find ample happiness. 


Forever and always take your heart towards 
Truth, 
So that you go safely over the bridge of sights. 


None is content under the canopy of heavens, 
Pass, O Goya, with caution over the crashing 


bridge of life. 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


45 


ude am fa oat, wi ue, wet ated | 
wyoe-fe fes vbris vo, yet afew 0 


wor fa qaus ge, va f¥swfs 3 oe | 
eB wawead waste ve, wet ated 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


45 


WHEREVER YOU GO, my heart, God be with 
you ! 

O, the well being of my body and soul, God be 
with you! 


Come ! the rose and the nightingale both are 
waiting for you, ° 

For a moment, come into my life's garden, God 
be with you ! 


Throw the salt of your ruby lips on the wounds 
of my heart, 

O separation, keep away from my burnt out 
heart, God be with you ! 


Oh Goya, look who is coming like a cypress ! 
This moment, into the Garden, God be with 


you ! 


Come, my beloved, my eyes are the home for 


you. 
Oh God, be it true | Welcome the beloved, O 
Goya, God be with you ! 
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YOUR FACE BRIGHTENS the flame of the 
candle. 

Tears of Jealousy flow from the candle at your 
sight. 


The secret of your qualities has become known, 
And the wounded heart of the candle is 
shedding tears. 


Every where the lights of your presence are 
aglow. 

The Garden full of lights has just become like a 
rose 


Your presence has given colour to the candle’s 
cheek, 

A hundred times, the candle burns, as a 
sacrifice to you. 


Pining to make itself a sacrifice to the beauty of 
your face, 

The eye of the candle is shedding tear after 
tear. 


Tonight even, you did not come and in the 
anguish of waiting, 

The heart of those who were waiting, burnt like 
the flame of the candle. 


Strangest of the strange, O Goya, happened at 
sunrise. 

The world of the awake was asleep, And only 
the sleeping candle was awake ! 


93 
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AWAKE MY BELOVED, and fill the cup, 
That the fragrance of it may give colour to my 
thought. 


The curls of your locks have carried away my 
heart, a prisoner. 

J am searching for it, through each curl, twist 
by twist. 


By the Holy light of your Presence, 
A million lights seem alight all around. 


This frame of dust is the interplay of fire and 
water, 
From your own candle you sent the light. 


Always and ever, O Goya, think of Him and of 
Him alone, 

If you want to be freed from here and the 
hereafter. 
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IF YOU CLEANSE your heart of craving, 
You : will see yourself, as you are. 


Through self pursuit you have gone away from 
God, 

Give up looking at your self and you will look at 
Him, instead. 


Lovers live deathlessly, 
Without a question accept this truth. 


Walk out of the Vale of senses, 
Then alone you will find the delight of the Holy 
Cup. 


If you tread the path of the beautiful, 


You will wash off, O Goya, the ugliness of the 
false. 
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THE BRIDLE OF SEPARATION led me away 
from the abode of oneness. 
How long shall I relate the tale of my straying. 


There was none else but you, in any direction, 
which ever way, the eye tumed, 

Nowhere did I find any sign of separation, 
except myself. 


Ever since through the compulsion of 
separation, I was denied oneness, 

From the tongue of separation itself I have 
heard the story of Oneness. 


Ever since your separation struck fire in my 
heart, 


The lightning of my wailing has burnt the abode 
of separation, my Self. 


What, O Goya, separation from you has done ! 
The pen refuses to move and thought stand+ 
still. 
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HEAR FROM ME the tale of love, 
If you want the joys of the talk of love. 


He who has been struck by love, 
The victim knows his head is demanded. 


Happy is the breath that goes in remeinbrance, 
Happy is the head that is given as sacrifice to 
love. 


Millions carry the head on their hand, 
Standing with their backs to the wall, in love. 


He who becomes defiant, in pursuit of love, 
Blessed like Mansoor, shall face the scaffold. 


He who has filled the cup of heart with the 
wine of love, 

The back of the heavens will get bent straining 
to break him. 


Eternally you will live, O man of good resolve, 
If you listen to the music played on the harp of 
love. 


Emperors have abdicated their thrones. 
To experience the hidden swirl and tempo of 
love. 


No remedy is better than submission, 
For those, O Goya, who are love stricken. 
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SINCE I HAVE BEEN CREATED from Divine 
Holiness, 

Nothing else, but truth, comes from the earthy 
form. 


In your separation, the soul and the heart of the 
lovers, 

Bear the black Stain of poppy, and is split like 
its petals. 


Death dies itself, if it occurs in the moment of 


your thought, 
Under your shadow, where exists fear ? 


Crown and Regalia, even Kings have cast away, 
for your sake, 

Draw the veil away from your face, the world is 
on its last breath. 


The dust from your threshold can cure the 
suffering world, 

Be merciful to the plight of those whom 
separation has made strangers. 


Not only this world but both the worlds are 
unbearable, 

Blood thirsty Dara and the generous hearted 
Karoon, both the emperors went to dust. 


My eye, looking for you, is ceaselessly streaming 
with tears. 

Tears, O Goya, are the seed, that yield the com 
of happiness. 
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YOUR PERFECTION is the perfection of 
perfections. 

Your beauty is the queen of beauty, O beauty of 
beauties | 


Nearest to your wrath is the vein of my breath, 
and the medicine man is bewildered. 

Yet what thoughts of the Self we nurture, O 
what thoughts we nurture ! 


I do not know who am I, nor how am I ? 
Only his servant, his protege, at his mercy, at 
all times, 


My heart, breaking its bonds files to your street. 
Your mercy makes my wings spread for the 
flight. 


Those who have mastered the self do not utter 
a word except God. 

All else is without meaning for them. Only Him 
exists. 


My Guru, the holy Master, has taught me only 
subjection to you. 

It is an auspicious signal that leads to 
vanquishing the Self. 


Every body, O Goya, asks who are you ! And 
what can I say, except naming you ? 

The world is in the whirl pool of thought, and 
every one in search of your majesty. 
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GOD IS PRESENT in all predicaments. 
Why are you fluttering wings of vain action ? 


O, my soul, sing the Lord’s praise and say no 
more, 
Master yourself and follow the master. 


Without the thought of God, every breath, 
Means only downfall. This is what wisdom tells. 


There is nothing else wherever you look, 
Being so much of Him, where do you stray ? 


Do not utter, O Goya, any word except God. 
All else is frivolity, vain and mean. 
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WE WHO HAVE ACCEPTED every man of Truth 
as God himself, 

Consider ourselves the slaves of the slaves of 
Truth. 


My eyes, as beings, need no collirium for 


existence, 
The dust from the feet of the men of truth 


keeps them strong. 


With every breath our head bows to the earth in 
bumage, : 

In the face of the beloved we behold the light of 
God. 


Men of God confer Kingdom on the Kings, 
We consider the beggars at God's threshold as 


our Kings. 


We, O Goya, have no value for kingdom or 
wealth, 

To us, the shadow of your locks is the Kingship 
conferring shadow of the Phoenix. 
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IN THE EYES of the man of vision I saw my 
Beloved. 

Which ever side I cast a glance I met the man 
who knows. 


I have gone round the Idol worshipper’s temple 
and the idol breaker’s Kaaba, 
In either places I found nobody but yourself. 


Which ever way I looked, with the eye of search, 
Even into the abode of my own self, I found it to 
be the house of God. 


Being a beggar at your door is better than the 
over-lordship of the world. 

Even the Kingship of both the worlds means 
straying from my goal. 


On the day of death, O Goya, the voice of the 
Unknown whispered to me, 

The end of the world was apparent in its 
beginning. 
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FROM THE FRIEND we have no unfriendly 
expeciations, 

Even for the anguish of my mind I look for no 
remedy. 


We are slaves of the love sick Narcissus. For, 
the eye of the Narcissus is the slave of 
search for the Beloved. 

We do not hanker for Khizar to show us the 
way, nor look to the messiah for rescue. 


Where ever we have looked we have seen the 
beauty of your Light. 

We look for nothing else but the beauty of the 
beloved. 


No friend of the heart we see any where, except 
Him. 

This eye does not open itself to look at any 
body else. 


Like the moth, I flutter myself to nothingness, 
around the flame. 
I do not raise vain hue and cry, wailing like the 


nightingale. 


Utter not a word, O Goya, the madness of love 
for the beloved, 
Will last as long as the head lasts. 
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WE LIVE ONLY AS LONG as we love truth. 
We are bound eternally in gratitude to Him. 


Self assertion revolts against submission. 
But we are, for ever slaves to the Master. 


In this existence of mud, the light of purity 
comes from Him. 
Our existence is the witness to His Being. 


We have put our head at the feet of the great. 
Master, 

Both the worlds we have pushed away with 
both hands. 


In no eye is the light to be seen, that is not 
Him. 


We have seen this in seeking the man of truth. 


We have become a particle of the dust under 
His feet, 

And we have surrendered all that we have into 
His hands. 


What are they, O Goya, who live in His name ? 
They are like the Sun, that lights the world. 


{ 
i 
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WE ARE MEN OF LOVE, we recognise no God. 
Abuse, we do not indulge in, and Prayer we do 
not understand. 


We are mad after him who is mad after us. 
We recognise no King and we revere no Saint. 


After secking and denouncing we have found 
none else. 

Now we recognise no barrier between You and 
us. 


On the self annihilating path of love, the head 
has become feet and the feet head, in 


oneness. 
We talk of them as two words, but when we 


look for them, we cannot find which is the 
head and which are the feet. 


Drunk with Ecstacy, O Goya, were we born on 
creation day, 

We have not known the craft of the crook nor 
the holiness of the Pious. 
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EVERY TIME THE EYE turns round to look for 
the beloved, 
Astream of tears flows shedding pearls of love. 


Whichever way we have seen, only the face of 
the beloved shows itself, 
With what eye can we look towards the 


stranger. 


O man of piety, do not forbid our looking at the 
beautiful, 

Our eye too is looking towards the eye of the 
same beloved. 

For, both are one. 


We needed no stimulant to get excited, we only 
heard of you. 

And that was enough, to make us struggle on 
the path of love. 


When, we got so drunk, O Goya, only with your 


name, 
What need had we for a sip from the wine flask 
of your secrets. 
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FOR NONE ELSE can these eyes become a 
treasure house except the King of my 
vanities. 

Welcome into my eyes, to the bestower of my 
fair fortune. 

The dead of all times get their life’s breath, 
with your smile. 

The bud like mouth opens into a Llossom, and 
like drops of the water of life, revives the 
dead. 

In waiting for a glimpse of the beloved, these 
eyes have be-become Kausar, the eternal 
spring of the heavens. 

Come my beloved, the pain of my existence is 
waiting to be a sacrifice to you. 


If you look within me, you will find none else 
but yourself, 

In every drop of my blood nothing hums but 
your name. 


I am, O Goya, a handful of dust, inside me is 
the light of the eternal. 

The heart of my awareness echoes that. 
message, ccaselessly. 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


61 


fade ge fteata, on fserfo 3 | 
BAIT ses ry. a fers 3 1 


aud J gq ade, = ysys od | 
wed fefs oar ge om feerfs 3 1 


AWS gw ace yRdls, = Hes | 
“a Poets usH m1, oa farfs 3 1 


va an fa atte, scam des aa | 
THe WSES Hea FSi, ma fsarfo F11 


a ase ‘dir gee we yse | 
aa fa: yoe Fam HAS » fearfs 3 11 





Sri Satguru Jagjit Singh Ji €library Namdhari€library@gmail.com 


61 


ONE LOOK FROM YOU and the nightingale 
began to wail. 
By your eye the deer was drawn to the desert. 


The lark sings in the madness of your love. 
The heart of the poppy bears the mark of your 
glance. 


The Susan dous its dusky robes, 
And the Sumbal locks droop, in humility, when 
you look at them. 


Whosoever has seen your love doling Narcissus 
eyes, 

Hovers round, for one look from you, like the 
nightingale circling round the rose. 


Who has once been feasted on one look from 


| 
Who can, O Goya, dream of food or sleep, | 
you! | 
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POUR MY BELOVED in the cup of life, the 
urge to survive. 

So that I live to see your face, when separation 
departs. 


In all directions I look for a glimpse of you, ever 
in vain, 

O heart, release me from life, I surrender 
before separation. 


Without you everything is futile and every place 
a void, every where so it is. 

Give my world bound heart unity with the eye 
that sees you. 


From the mirror of the heart scrape off the 
dross of sorrow, 

So that it reflects only yourself, ending 
separation and its terror. 


That you may only see, O Goya, His colour every 
where, 

Seek release from the bondage and pain of 
separation. 
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NONE IS FAITHLESS, if you have faith in 
yourself. 

Times are such that every moment demands 
awareness. 


Ifyou have life make it a sacrifice at the feet of 
the beloved. 

Oh my life, give your heart to the beloved to be 
loved. 


Road to love is too long to go on foot. 

Make the sacrifice of your head; and use it as 
your feet before venturing on the road to 
your beloved. 


Every one’s talk is according to his wits, 


Go stone Silent, if you want to share the 
secret of the Beloved. 


I am selling, O Goya, this mad heart of mine to 
God, 

With faith in His bounty that He will find it 
worthy of buying. 
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QUATRAINS 
I 
WHO SO EVER, out of love, made his head, his feet, 
In the highest heavens the flag of his virtur will Dy, 
His coming was a matter of congratulations and his 
departure an event for rejoicing, 
You say this, O Goya, of the man who recognised the 
True. 
0 


BLIND WAS THE EYE that did noi see Truth, 
The wealth of life got plundered through ignorance. 
He who came weeping and died without fulfilment, 
A hundred regrets over his coming, who did not 
realise his destiny. 
Tt 
EVERY HEART which in the pursuit of love has 


itself become the beloved, 

Know, for sure, that he becomes the Beloved’s 
beloved, 

Not a particle is empty of the Grace of His bounty, 

The engraver is hidden inside the engraved. 

IV 

THIS EYE OF YOURS is the home of the pain 
stricken, 

It is the throne on which the cushions of royalty are 
laid, 

Every way-farer is not worthy uf this path, 

This path leads only to the goal of True men. 
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